AMONG     OTHERS
a damned young puppy. The officers for the most
part did not come from Universities and Sixth Forms
and they did not care much about idiosyncrasies. At
school I had never myself encountered that all-
pervasive pressure on the individual to be like, that
artless concentration on simple physical interests,
which one is always reading about. But at Amara
there certainly did seem to be something of the sort.
No doubt homogeneity is a military virtue—
certainly these were very effective soldiers. But I
must admit that I found it rather uncomfortable at
first. Also I had had to leave most of my own
platoon when we left Quetta, and as soon as we got
to Amara I was at once parted from my new platoon,
to which I had already become attached. These
repeated separations from the men you had got to
know were a side-line, so to speak, of the great army
principle of training you for what you would never
have to do. As Robert Palmer observed when I told
him that I had asked to go with my men into A
Company, that was the one company I could be
certain that I should not be appointed to.
Robert Palmer was a most surprising person to
encounter in that galley. A year before I went up to
Balliol I was taken, full of respectful awe, to listen to
a debate from the visitors' gallery at the Oxford
Union. G. R. Isaacs, now Marquis of Reading, who
had been one of my elders at Rugby, was moving
some Liberal motion or other, and he was supported,
I remember, by two other Rugbeian Presidents of the
Union, Philip Guedalla and the eldest Micklem. In
the chair was the grave figure of the new President,
Robert Palmer. He was a younger son of the Lord

